4th january 2014 0836

yesterday all day I could not stop talking. According to the drawings of poeple I was being shown, I was met by many people, including famous ones such as David Higgs, and occasioanlly Barak Obama. No matter how hard I tried, I could not stop talking. I talked to Graham Green, Tristan, Tristan's parents, Neil. All day non stop images of people being shown to me, that exagerrated and increased my talking.

Today, I got up early and was met by absolute siloence. I started asking if there was anyone from South America, Mexico, then Scandinavia, but there was nothing but silence. Other than when I was making my morning coffee, I was forced to bite my lip, and I was given two blood blisters. But the silence was imposing.

In sharp anger I asked, if there was any ereason the this slince could not have been imposed for the firth 16 years of my schizophrenia, but this too was met withg silence.

SO in continuing anger at being denied any communicative contact, I rang Neil to get on. The very second I put the phone, I started hearing voices again.

1123
As a result of my considerable upsettedness and near anger at being exposed to imposed complete quiet and silence, I went and purchased more narcotics

I have 'just finished' them, actually I was allowed to blow this time (uynlike yesterday and most other times), and since packing up, I am now being questioned continuously again. It was these questions that catalysed me so fully yesterday. They are ongoing, though have stopped completely as I write this. 

The same plan must be in place, an assumption based on recognising the same enactment of acts (questioning me again).

1803
After another day of stuff and in particular a spell of imposed enforced silence I was just told that "the other" ghost left. Seems there was two rather than one, and it was the appearance three days ago of the other one that had resulted in being able to ejaculate and hearing elevated things. So I'm told not that it's all over.
1825
I have just been told that  Steven Oakley has just killed himself, and that is why it is over. Before I was told I was asked  "DO you know what just happened Scott?", and I said no. Than I said "Was it foretoild?" but no answer. Now I have been given the feelings of dread and catastrophy again. So I guess thats it. I'm going for a run. Unfortunately J (or who the fuck ever) won't let me run properly still. She/it/they take control of my diaphragm and interrupt my ability to breathe properly.